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YOU CAN COUNT 
ON ME, BUT |'P 
BETTER HAVE, 
SOME DETAILS? 



> 



I'LL TELL YOU WE ' 
THIN^-THE SAME 
<SAN6 IS COMttlTTINiS 
ALL THESE ROBBERIES' 
AND THEY'RE PLENTY 
SUCK...! LET'S HO TO 
THE BANK ANP I'LL 
SHOW YOU WHAT 
I MEAN ! 




I'VE 607 TO CATCH THAT 
fiANfi &EF0fcE THEY ~ 
A£AIW ! I'M OFF TO 
&0UWVIN! 




7 HEY- -NOW I HEAfc A 
/ HUMMING SOUND) IT'S 
kOAMNG FROM "WIS SHED/ 





Co<AW- 


THAT 




W (COVJ&OW PACK'S 


■^^T'.^IHHIB 


s a wallop; fJ 


ItyH 




— 1! 
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y-4 £^" : rVfe. 
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HOW'RE SOU COM INS „ 
WITH THE NEW MOPEL?^ 
IS IT NEARLV _ 

FINISHED-? llMTf I'LL TELL Y0U THE) 
TRUTH, MISTER 
AUTftV.--- 




fc/iT THEN.- 



VOU TAKE £4RE OF 
THE PCC, JOE....' 
PON'T TOUCH VOUR. 
fiUN, COWSOS, OR WEI 
LET THE CDC HAVE IT 



TAKE HIS SUN- JUST 
IN CASE HE SETS A 
MOTION TO TRV AMP 
USE IT.' THEN TIE 

. HIM UPSOOP " 

^S-^ TI£HT ■ 





VOU WON'T BE 
SO FANCY WITH 
S'OUR FISTS WHEN 

I £ET THROUSH 

WITH VOU. 1 



HMM.-THAT PAN 
OF WATER WILL 
COMB IN HANPV. 1 , 
WHEN A WET ROPE 
PRIES, IT STRETCHES! 





we'p better set 
soim', putch 1 we've 
sotta knock off 
that sank in 
. black sulch 




OKI HERE. USE THIS 

IF VOUR COW&OH 

FRlENP SETS AW 

PEAS! ANPMAKE 

SURE THE DOC KEEPS 

WORKIN'ON THATSEOPNP 

PiSlNTESRATOR SUN^ 
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I.IKE THIS/y ^10 
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Indian Picture Writings 




The Indian warrior shown above has just 
painted a story on his shield. The white back- 
ground is snow, and the black path is sup- 
posed to symbolize a trail leading to his 
enemy's camps which are pictured as black 
triangles. The tracks represent the horses 
which he captured from his foe and drove 
home. 



The Indian painting on the stretched buck- 
skin above depicts a buffalo trap, with V- 
shaped wings and a gateway inlo which the 
enraged beasts were driven and captured. It 
may also be the Hotco-ka, or tribal circle, with 
the V-shaped interior representing tepees. 





Many Feathers, the warrior, made this 
drawing which shows himself with captured 
enemy horses. The gun indicates that he 
went among the enemy, and the lariat that he 
took horses. The wolfskin was supposed to 
guide and protect him, and the feathers, of 
course, denote his name. 



An Indian drawing almost always relates 
to the brave who drew it, to his bravery, to 
his hunting and trailing exploits and to hit. 
encounters with enemy tribes. In the drawing 
above, the Sioux warrior has aimed well, and 
as fast as lightning has unseated his opponent 
from his horse. This is illustrated by the light- 
ning bolts on the horse's legs. In picturing his 
fighting exploits, the Indian either shows his 
wounded enemy dismounted and running 
away, or on his back with his feet thrashing 
the air. ' 




f I'tt BE MOVING 
( MY BUNCH OUT FIRST 
\ THINS. TOMORROW! 



/we're SHOVIN& OPF! remember, 

/ THE LATCWSTKIN&'S. AUWAVS OUT 
I AT THE THREE -BAR -T FOR 
V »IV AN' AU O' VOU' _ 





A*T6e._ sevecAL wlej away... ) /'fallout o' \ 

/ TH046 SAPPLES.' 1 
AN' REACH POB 

Tom! a masked 1 ' ■ V the sky 






7 I've SOT TO 

(. S6T SACK. TO.. 
/* -\r— - 




F YOU 'BE NO' 
VANYPLACI 


- &£TYiN''V'' 










\ '- * 5* ' 


Z*W*k 




-"" 


ffi 




Mi 







/ ~X /NO! NOT UNLE.&4 THE BOSS 

F ...PERMANENT.' )/ 6IVES> THE WOKP/ H£'U. 86 
V Xl ALON& ANV TIME NOW.' _> 

y v -iTi£ rue kip upM 


M l 




tf 




ipfejls 


£■ « ypd \$jl 


A¥ 


SB \\ \m 


■\ m 1 I 


JH^fefc^ 


wi 
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SCLLV! WHAT'LL I,„ I'VE 
&Ot IT! I'LL SIV6 REBEL'S 
5I6NAL WHILE I WHISTLE 

A TUNE! MAYBE IT'LL 
WOBK! m^. 





u 



HE HUPA,MAIPLI, AND YUROK INDIANS 
OF CALIFORNIA LIVED CHIEFLY ON 
ACORNS WHICH WERE GATHERED BY 
THE WOMEN AND CHILDREN OF 
THE VILLA&E.' 



IHESE ACORNS WERE 
BURIED IN SMALL 
HOLES PU6 IN THE 

SAN P.,. 



..AND A FIRE WAS 
THEN BUILT TO ROAST 
THEM.' 





_nca5ep in balls of CLAY, THE 

ANIMALS WERE ROASTED UNTIL TENDER.' 




FTER. THE MEAT WAS PLACED 
THE HOLE, FRESH SPRING 
WATER WAS POUREP IN.' 




AND FINALLY, THE MEAT WAS BOILED' 
BY HEATED STONES WHICH WERE 
PROPPED INTO THE WATER.' 



^S^*,--^^ 
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THAT WILL. ) /UNLESS THEY TEY TO SPENP 
MAKE IT M. SOME OF THE MONEY/ 
PLENTY HARP\ THE PILL NUMBERS ARE 
TO EUN THEM I ON FILE....' SAY, YOU KNOW 

POWN.'. -/ THIS COUNTBY PRETTY 

&. W£LL,PON'T YOU, SOYS 





W pessr/ -holp it, \ 

It, eEP/T«AT V LEAVE HiM^PH 
■( MECHANIC... JBT to Me/ you H 

Bfe^iss'iSS ; ■"■'■ WA1T wEEe/ /.J 






|Kn ? 


Hi^f^ IP^S 




IK 


/IT 






:A©Y, CEO/ 

&E ALL tZ 


YOLl'L 














jtiCQ^ Jn 




m& 




.-■ i^^i^f-l 






#4 

3 





WERE IN LUC</A PESEKTEP 
CASIN/I'LLSET YOU UP _— -/: PON'T TALK/ 

T-rieiee / y^-jss. I move/... 

I'M PIZZV... 



ILL SHOOT WIS 
LOCK OFF/ IP ANY- 
ONE HEAK5 THE SHOT 
THEY'LL PiSUKE IT 





SOME LAYOUT/ MUST 
5E A VACATION! SPOT/ 

IT'S SUKE WELL- 
STOCKEP WITH FOOP/ 



NEVEE. > 
MINP THAT/ 
LOO< FOB 
A FIRST- 





I STASHEP THE POUSH 
AMP &URIEP MV MASK.' X ITS GONE.' 
GIVE ME YOURS ANP... ^f I MUSTVE 
PBOPPEP IT/ 




pon't worry/ even if 
the cops finp it, thev 
can't trace it to us.' , 



THIS'LL MAKE. A 5W£L! 
HIPE-OUT TILL THE HE. 
OFF, FLECK .' ARE VOU 
SUES 'THE POLISH'S 
WELL-HIPPEiM B 




ViEAH/ NEAR A 
HOei-JgTe'NEST.' 
NOSOPY'LL LOOK 

foe it THges/ 

SHOW VOL] 
, LATgE / 




1 t4jink we'll take 
to the hish srounp, 

TEIGcSEE.' MAYBE WE 
CAN SPOT SOME- 
THINS SUSPICIOUS 
=eOM A HILLTOP/ 




BESIPES THESE TIRE 
TRACKS WE'VE BEEN 
FOLLOWIN S...OH-OH/ SOME- 




ITS THE STOLEN CAS. ALL EliSHT/ 

the license nums&e checks/ 

ockcs like the czooug 

PELIgEEATELY WEECeEC? IT/ ' 
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WMMM..-FKOM T 
OWE OF T+fe PA 
HIS PAL WAP " 


HE5E TRACKS, IP SAv W 
IE SOT BANGEP UP/AMP JB| 
"O +1ELP -HI/A ALONS/ J*;*! 


^CV^5 


#4#" 








•tf^ 


iss***^" 


-— —l^vi W<E 




<^a?^--- *f^/^K 






COME ANP SET ME 
...IF YOU PAKE/ 
I ALWAYS PIP 
LIKE A MOVING 








There it was again — the dot-dash-dot-dash 
of the Morse code, vibrating in the springs 
of his bed. 

"Golly, I wish I could decipher it," Tommy 
said to himself as he pressed his head hard 
against the pillow. "It's a signal message, 1 
know it is!" 

Then he sat straight up in bed, staring 
wide-eyed into the darkness as he strained 
his ears to catch the sound. But the same 
thing that had happened before happened 
again. As soon as he raised his head off the 
pillow, he no longer heard the dot-dot-dash- 
dash. 

"I don't care if it is the middle of the 
night -^ I'm going to call Dad." Tommy de- 
cided. "Maybe it's something important like 
an SOS." 

Tommy hurried into his parents' bedroom 
and woke his father to tell him what he had 
heard. 

"But why do I only hear it when my ear's 
on the bed? Can you explain that, Dad?" 
Tommy asked. 

"Sure," Tommy's father answered. "When 
your head's on the pillow, you're asleep 
and dreaming that you hear something." 

"But it's happened twice," Tommy in- 
sisted. 

Tommy's mother interrupted impatiently. 
"Tommy, you're letting your imagination run 
away with you. Now, you go right back to 
bed and forget this nonsense!" 



About an hour later, the dot-dash-dot-dash 
awakened him again. 

"I've got to find out what this is all about," 
Tommy said to himself with determination. 
"Maybe someone's in trouble and I'm the 
only one in the world who knows about it." 

Tommy hurried into his clothes and tip- 
toed out of the house. He went straight to 
the stable and saddled Golden Lady, the 
palomino mare his father had given him for 
Christmas. 

"There's something funny going on around 
here. Lady, and we're going out to look for 
it!" 

Golden Lady answered with a loud whinny 
of delight, but Tommy whispered "Shh, 
don't wake Mom and Dad." So Lady just 
bobbed her head up and down a couple of 
times as if she understood every word, and 
stood patiently while Tommy cinched the 
latigo strap. ' 

Tommy jumped on Golden Lady's back 
and rode out of the stable. But then he had 
to stop to think. With thousands of acres 
of ranch land to choose from, which way 
should he go — and what should he look for? 

As he sat there on his horse, a sudden 
bright flash lit up the night sky for a second, 
then died down and faded away. 

"Gosh, I'll bet that's a signal flare," he 
gasped, and he turned Golden Lady's head 
to the north and went racing off in the direc- 
tion the flash of light had come from. 



Tommy rode without stopping, across and 
up and down the hilly land along the 
northern border of the ranch. His eyes 
ached from looking so hard in every direc- 
tion, following the beam of the flashlight he 
had brought with him. Golden Lady was tir- 
ing, too. Her trot was slower and she didn't 
lift her hooves as fax off the ground. 

When he reached the clear, running brook 
that edged the north boundary of the ranch. 
Tommy stopped to rest and give Golden 
Lady a watering. He sat on a rock beside 
the brook and absent-mindedly snapped his 
flashlight on and off, while he tried to figure 
out whether to ride on, or give up and go 
back to bed. Suddenly, something in the 
water caught his attention. A jagged piece 
of silver metal floated into the beam of light. 
With a quick leap, he was after it. He reached 
out to grab it and almost had his hand on 
it when one edge hit against a stone and 
the silver thing bounced to the opposite side 
of the brook. The water was swift at this 
spot. Tommy had to run to catch the object 
racing away from him. But he was alongside 
of it in a minute. He reached out again. This 
time his fingers closed around it. 

Tommy turned the dripping piece of silver 
metal over and over under the flashlight and 
examined it very carefully. All of a sudden, 
he noticed something special about it. 
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"Golly, gee," he exclaimed. "It must be 
brand-new! It isn't rusty — not anyplace!" 

Tommy forgot how tired and discouraged 
he had been a few minutes before. He ran 
back and jumped onto Golden Lady and 
started off at a gallop. 

"It floated down the brook from up this 
way, so we're going back in that direction," 
Tommy explained to Golden Lady. "That 
silver metal is part of an airplane, I'll bet 
anything." 

Tommy followed the course of the brook 
and kept his eyes moving from right to left, 
left to right, to be sure he didn't overlook 
anything. He had something to go on now 
— he had a clue — and he was tracking it 
down. 

Then he saw it. He caught his breath in 
a quick gasp and pulled Golden Lady to a 
dead stop. There, about a hundred yards 
north of where he 'stood at the edge of the 
brook, lay a crumpled silver plane. The nose 
was crushed, the propeller was split and one 
wing was torn completely away from the 
fuselage. 

Tommy was staring wide-eyed and open- 
mouthed, when he suddenly became aware 
of a figure in the doorway of the ruined 
plane. A man was frantically waving to him 
and the sound of a voice reached his startled 
ears. He could make out the words, "Hey 
.. .hello. . .help!" 

Tommy gave Golden Lady a quick, urgent 
prod and they were off at a run, crossing 
the brook in one smooth, flying jump. In a 
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ilash, they pulled up alongside the damaged 
plane. 

"Are you hurt, mister?" Tommy asked. 

"Bad enough to need a doc, quick," came 
the answer from the man in the plane. "Broke 
my leg, I guess. Boy, am I glad to see you!" 

'*What happened?" Tommy asked next. 

"Engine konked out — .and I guess the 



Tommy told his story to the old sheriff, 
who listened with fascination. 

"Tommy, you'd better ride on homo now, 
before your folks begin to worry. They!ll 
be very proud of you! By the way, lad, I'll 
see to it you get a medal for this. You did 
a fine job!" 

"Gee, thank you, sir," Tommy replied. 




transmitter did, too. Haven't been able to 
get a message through all night." 

"I got your message," Tommy told him. 
"I heard it in my bed. Gee, it's funny, though. 
I only got the signal, when my head was 
pressed tight against the pillow. When I'd 
sit up, it was gone." 

"Your bed springs must vibrate on exactly 
the same pitch as my transmitter waves. It 
could only happen once in a million, but 
thank heavens it did this time!" 

"Lady could carry both of us if you think 
you can ride to town. That's where Doctor 
Newton is." 

"You bring her over here. I'll stand on the 
step with my good leg and swing across 
her back." 

Lady stood patiently while Tommy helped 
the wounded pilot mount. Then he swung 
up in front and they started the slow, care- 
ful ride to town. 

When he reached town, Tommy took the 
pilot to Doctor Newton's, and then rode on 
to Sheriff Townsend's office to report the 
wreck as he had been told to do. 

"I just got a flash on that plane. Tommy," 
the sheriff told him. "I was going to order 
the aero squadron up to search for it when 
you came in. But tell me, boy, how did you 
know about the accident?" 



It was just breaking dawn when Tommy 
crawled back into his bed at the ranch. He 
was dead tired and he fell asleep before he 
could decide what his parents would say 
when they heard what he had done. 

The next thing he knew, his mother was 
standing over his bed as she did every 
morning, shaking him awake. 

"You're awfully hard to wake up today," 
his mother was saying. "You'd better not 
have any more silly dreams about SOS mes- 
sages!" 





I"TWAS ASUMMEE MOBNIN'... BULLET ANP TEI&&EE 
WEE£ UP ON THE RAN6E.' 




@V6RVTHINS WAS REAL PEACEFUL WHEN 
SUPPiNLY TWEynEAKD A FR16HTSN6PCW/' 




couese, neither. to&&er nok bullet coulp 

TELL THEYOUNS'UN THEEE WASN'T A HUMAN feN* 
WITHIN *ML£S... AS PAR AS. THEV KNEW.'" 




*"- a -i f *v; js 

JJlUST TU6N THEM WAS* A LOUP RUMtUN'... (SB 




WtHAT MOMENT THSS6 WAS A CMSHlN' IN THE 
W 68U4H,.." 




'■jPwSAWE THE BOA2 PLENTY MAP/ TUJJNIN; Mi 



JUMPEP A6AIN COE TKI&SEE/ 




'JhAT WAS ENOU6N COB THE BOAR.' 6ETT1N' TO 

HIS FEET, HE OJASHEP AW'AV SSUEAUN ' 
INPI&NANTLV' 



mvflanun r tr ; ~ — p^- — — ™ ~ 

60£>M,H0E&E.' A fe^' / 

YDUSUEEeAVE 7 « - __. / 

„ HIM A <%^T Wii?\ Ji 



■low ito&ec sot set to eeef= toavav,' 



^T 



SETTgic NOT TEV THAT, Hi_ - 
IF THE TEEE 5LIPFEP, IT _^-"lV Sw, 
MI6HT REALLV 4UET ME.' * l.-Nr«! 
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"I5O TEIS6EK. "TRIED ANOTHER TUCK 1 ." I ''■' 

BBT IT'S COVINS, HOESE/ 1 
HflL KEEP PUSHING/^/ - ,-,' 





ill mouiVlRBO TO«MV TO THE SANPY SEOUNI? 
BV A gie BOCK... , ■ , 





'ME WILP ONES THUNPEREP 
"gy... NOT EVEN NOTICIN' 
TSIGSEE AN' TOMMy; 





'glff THE LAP'S TROUBLES WEEEN'T OVER VET.'' 




MsuAI.LV, TKIS&EE WON'T LET A STE&N&EK RICE 

HIM/ BUT I RECKON HE PELT KJNP O' M 

EESfONSISLfc FOE TOMMY'S HURT ANKLE.'* I 



HUM.' OH.' I CATCH! 
VOU WANT ME TO SET 
ON VOUK BACK.' 




"HHiBP THE t»OV 

soulpn't eipe; hs 

&OT UP JEAu 
OAEEtULSOAS 
tJOf TOSWUtHIW!" 




IeANTIME.THE SOVSAN' r WERE ESTIMATIM'THE PAMASE THE*T~ 
1 QUAKE HAP CAUSEP.'" ,. _ , ■ \ 

'*«'&'' / THAT'S THE 8IS&EST &HAKE WE'VE 
HAP IN A LONG TIME.' RECKON 
PIP A LOT OP PAAVteE.' , 





SUU.6T WAS SO ANXIOUS TO &ET WH6EE HE 
WAS SOIN I I HAD TO PUSH My H02SE TO 
KSxP HIM IN Sl&HT/ 



BOUNPIN'A RISE, WE 2AN SMACt-PAS INTO A 
•'SEAMHINS PAItrv O' ONE/ " . 





"frWr youNS'uN was sure slap ro see 

US.'" 



BULLET PSERVES THE 
CBEPIT, TOMMV! HE LEP 
TO VOU.' 




»mv insisted on twe three of us sow buck to 

CAM? WITH HIW!" 




"fwE VOTE WAS UNANIMOUS/ AfCTeiG&ER AND BULLET 
6WKESSEP THEIR W"""' „ 


Yrff 




(aYE.' V„_^ 






mWw 


*T 3 


r ■k^»S 


IrMf 




If Jar 





AT THE ENP O' THE 
SUMMEE, WHEN THE 
AWABPS WEEESIVEN 
OUT, TRlS&EE AN ' 
6ULLET SOT 
THIS ONE 





boch (navajo) COyOTE 




HA-NS-iHIM-ClARft (CAMUIU-Ol SUEcP 



C-TOK (PELAWAKS) TKS= 




-TEN (C3_ AWARE) AAOUMTAIN 



K I -TOR.- Nil (5WjNWNJ£E) MOUTH 




MA-TO-SI-SO (DELAWARE) UOLV 



/WOH'-HOLPT (PEL AWARE) CANOE 




OS-SET (PAWNEE) INPIAN SHOES OUIS-KING- (CELAwARe) TEETH 




SA-KI-MA (DELAWARE) CHIEF 



SHAMAN 
r (Pueblo) medicine man 




TATANG-AVAT'J (HOPl) WILD BEES 



rE-ATH-TE5-TE (CONAANCHE) SMALL 




WA-CU-THk-CHI' 

(SHAWNEE) FOX 
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od- THE 








( GOT HIM J ) II 






. — =_! - »>^JL 




^ 






. 


//^PffflrNT 


{ (4 


wk 







6« 



UH-OH! THAT COWBOY 

f an' tkask; now I'll HAVE 

to give twe 

alarm; 
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5fr 


t^fif'-^.'.lW 5^iS\V!v ■: 


\r y&' V ' 'J0t 


<m> flTTh Kli 


$&m 


\ijfj ^ Tv^~-" ; < 


^ Wr~ "?" 







' SEN &EING ON THE SPOT 
'WHEN 80TH ACCIDENTS OCCURREP*) 
MIGHT BE PURE COINCIPENCE.' 
»UT IT WON'T HURT TO 
ASK WIM A FEW 

QUESTIONS,' Jj«j# 

■ J oif^i';f ,:: i:l'i 
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HIRLINS, SEN LIGHTS OUT PAST... •'. , 

I'LL MAKE A RUN ^M 

FOR IT. ..THAT NOSY X 

COW-POKE'LL NEVER >>*' 

UH-OH.' TKESE'S ^\ CATCH ME! ZJ? 1 
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@yt TO? SP6EP, JOHNNY TAKES OFF.. 


N -1 


- c 






HOLD IT, SEN/ YOU'RE 

ONLY ASKING FOR MORE > 

■ .^^ TROUBLE i^-f^ 


j .-. • 




^^^SS^jyT- 


— - - 


\Y M 






JS 5*8 


M * ■ ■ ■ ^ ^ 
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ZfiegalJ£e/t 



1.1 — struck the trail in sev-en-ty-nine The herd strung out— be — 
2. If— I ev- er get off the trail And the In - dians they, don't. 




hind me As I jogged a -long My mind ran back For The Gal I Left Be- 
find me I'll— make my way Straight back a -gain To The Gal I Left Be- 



m 



i jrnn^i 



ffwm 




^m 



f 



sa 



Chorus 



j' m Jp if ^ ■" j> jm j> j. j. p~p 



hind Me That sweet lit- tie gal that true lit-tlegal,The Gal I Left Be 




hind Me. That, sweet lit-tle gal, that true lit-tle gal.The Gal I LeftBe-hind Me. 




F*0M AMERICAN COWBOY SONGS, PUBLISHED BY KQS8INS MUSIC CORPORATION. USED BY SPECIAL PERMISSION. 



DOGGONE VOUB. f UEBES A SUSE 

oENEey hipes.' JL wAy to open 
I'Ll ^^Ikasafe.. 




WHAT ON EA£TH 
HAPPSNEP ? J 


MASKED MEN,' THEY 
SEAT ME.' AN' STOLE 
AU- MV MONEV.' ^ 


Jf\ 


x^\ 


> - J=^ )/ 










§!*» 


7^ 




■ra^Vl 


3l\l \ 




-~csa, ---'Qljl 




^g 


IJT^^i^Si > 




WHAT ABOUT 
SMITH 7 HE 
MISHT EEMEM&EE 
VOU AN'. 




1// r 



THESE SOUL 
PROTECTION, 



FWWl 



KS?^^ 




■o<> « 




■pi 




wavvi / / 1 


Kr?5 


,..■.'.■ 










/ %*I 


&)V 




bbikm y v 


'A! 








^ ^'^ 


ESGfcomKU ' 


/-\ 
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A SOUP WATCH.' MUST HAVE 
PROPPED OUT OP THE SMAUUER. 



GREAT SCOTT.' THIS IS POPS WATCH 
THAT PAIR MUST 3E THE COBBERS' 




Mg/JNWH/i.e..\{ FREP! I'VE TO SIT POWN 
9 ' — ™~ I'M-.. __ 



THERS'S NOT TIME.' THAT 
HOMBRE MIGHT HAVE 




# UTTLE 




ft/* v 

As I was a-walk-ing For pleasure one day,"^_ I 

She came and sat by me And, tak-ing my hand^*_ Said,"You 




craved rec - re - a - tion 
look like a stranger, 



f Cpff 

As the day passed a - way I 

Not one of our band But 




sat me down mus-ing 

if you will rise, sir, 



A - lone in the grass,. 
And come with me,_^,i 



When 

I'll 




=JOM TME COWBOY AN? HIS UKS," SDlTEP BY RICHARD K. UNPROTH. COPYRIGHT, 
i?50, 5MAWN5E PRESS, INC. DELAWARE WATER GAR, PENNA. USED BY PERMISSION. 



HE'LL KEEP NICE 

AND COOL IN THESE 

WON'T HE, SOVS ? 





Irrsn several moge stx?aa/ds 

'f-/AV£ 8E£M FAsrsMEP SEnVEEA/ 

the oooa A/vo T/mbeg . . . 




HE JUST DROPPED ) 

to The ground, i 

SHERIFF, HE NEEPS 
A DOCTOR/SAP.' 
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SORRY, MISTER, OUR DOC 13 AWAV 
ON HIS VACATION.' TWERE ISN'T 
ANOTHER ONE WITHIN FIFTY MILES 
OP HERE ' 




yes, there is, sheriff.' 
i'm a doctor . . . just 
passin' through your 

town /cam i be of 

ANV HELP.' 



YOU SURE CAN, 
DOC TAKE A 
LOOK AT THIS 
MAN 




HOW LONG'S 
THIS MAN 
^. SEEN IN 1 
T TOWN 7 J- 


t we've seen m 
> around Town ^ 

f ALL MORNING, J| 

:s Dnr -{_j^_T 


" ^R^il 


i^T" 








§«J 


§r§ 


^ 




t^^^E*** 
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ALLENJ.' HOW IN 1 -V'nsVER MIND.' JUST I 
BLAZES DID YOU • . . K> GET INTO THAT | 
VAULT, PRONTO .' 





"CO/WE ON.SHERlPF, ")/~ ' 

WAKE UP.' WHERE / ( OOH-H-U-f 
~f IS EVERYBODY ? } \ MV HE-AD/ 




/;-' 



W£ SHEW £Xf!L4'VS tVHATS HAPPEVE0... 



..SO EVERYBODY'S ; Twis'll BE PLENTV 

SEINS HELD IN < RISKY.' THERE'RE A 
THE TOWM HALL.' 7 LOT OP WOMEN AMD 
fS KIDS IN THERE/ 





YOU'LL HAVE QUITE A TIME ) / WE WOULDN'T EVEN HAVE TMIS 

UNTANSLIN' THE MONEY "S MONEY TO UNTANGLE, IP IT 

■TkOSS YAR/VUNTS COLLECTEDLY WASN'T PER YOU, REX .' 




V. 





